CHAPTER   VI
E"SA left for the Moulin taut with purpose.  "I
have never kissed a woman who didn't want
my kiss," he had said and then, "I always know, call
it a sixth sense, or absolute pitch".
What could she do to frustrate that sixth sense, to
defeat that absolute pitch? Serge, who understood
everything, Serge, who knew her so intimately with
all his piercing insight draped, but only draped, by
the mutual connivance of their understanding. How
could she hope to deceive him, she who knew so little
and he who knew everything of the tricks of love?
How could she simulate passion, having never
known it? How could she deceive Serge. Serge,
whom she loved dearly, she who had never tried to
deceive anyone? And was she being fair to him?
She knew what she wanted to think: that he was
a little bit in love with her, that it would be for him
a charming adventure; like, though not just like (she
couldn't admit the "just like") another adventure.
Serge will think I am light, she thought. Only she
didn't want him to think that. Also she knew that
he wouldn't think it, otherwise she couldn't have
gone to him. It was, after all, the immediate d